FIRE BELOW

known that Lelia, to whom roads meant
nothing, would have to see about her if she was
to tell me the way. Cooped in the car, she
could not get her bearings, and four times I
had to stop and let her run to some shoulder
or even stand still in the roadway and look
around.
It was a sight to see her pick up her line in
this way, for the country was blind as could
be, but I think she could read the tokens
which speak to the birds and beasts, for after
a moment she would come back quite confident
to say that we stood in some parish of which
I had never heard.
Once we ran through a village and we brushed
against several farms, but the peasants we
passed showed no undue excitement and only
stared or cursed me, as peasants will.
At last we dropped down a hill and into a
sunken road that seemed familiar, and then in
a moment I knew I was close to Vardar and
was taking the way I had taken when Rowley
and I made for Gola the night before.
The spot seeming lonely, I brought the car
to rest.
" Lelia," I said, looking round, " I know
that I am not to thank you, but you have
done the trick. I used this road this morning,
and I know where I am. Vardar lies over
that ridge, a mile away/*
** That is quite right," says she; " but you
will not go* through the town/'
"Oh, no. I shall go very wide. I have
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